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The halls were empty, and my presence was the only thing that filled the calm room. This school was 
absolutely huge and difficult to find classes in. But; Its better than where | was before | suppose. 


Grade eleven had just begun, and I'm late on the first day. | mean, they have to excuse it because this is my 
first time here. 


| walked around a new hallway and scoffed. This was taking an obscure amount of time. | should fucking ditch, 


this is a waste. 


| got even more annoyed one | had noticed that there weren't any rooms, just lockers. | sighed and turned 


around again, and head up the stairs. | reached the top and scouted out the school again. 


"Hey," A friendly voice cooed behind me. | spun around on my heels and looked at who it was. 
It was a boy. He was very, very thin. He had dark brown hair that ended at his shoulders, and a pale, 
complexion. His eyes were hard to make out because of the hair that draped them. Hazel, | think. He was about 


three to four inches shorter than me and was wearing a black Deep Purple shirt w/ black jeans. 


Me being to caught up in examining his features, he spoke again with a smile that came across as a little 


bitchy. 

"Hey, you need help? You new here?" He questioned and met my eyes. He had a Danish accent. 

"Yeah. James." | shook his hand, which was clammy and hot. 

He smiled again, all thought this time it looked sweeter. "lm Lars." 

We stared at each other in silence until he made a comment. "I can help you to your first class, if you'd like." 
| grinned and looked at my schedule. "I got Study hall first. Room 38" 


"Me tool It's not too far away.” The new acquaintance guided me past doors and lockers. The trip there was 


silent and awkward. 


We stood in front of the door and Lars opened it. The room was loud and the teacher was gone. | waved to my 
new found friend and sat in a vacant chair. 


Seven or so minutes passed, and the teacher ran in. He sat in his desk and messed with the buttons on his 


shirt. 


"Sorry I'm late," He spoke in a loud tone that made me jump off my seat a tad. 
‘Most of you know me, so I'm not going to introduce myself yet" He looked at his class and frowned. "We won't 
have enough time to finish this, but you all have to write me a letter, describing your talents, how you learn, 


and your favorite parts about school." 
Oh joy to the world, this sounds fun. | rolled my eyes r' blew a blonde lock of hair fell into my face. 


| examined the class room and than rested my tired head on the cold desk. A quick nap never hurt anyone. 


Hopefully I'd wake up before anyone noticed. 


Friendship Is Made 
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"Mr Hetfield," 


My eyes opened and | looked up to find my teacher staring at me, the class looked at me and unison and 
laughed. 


"Could you stay awake for the last three minutes of class?" 
| sighed and nodded and looked at my desk- | felt uneasy knowing the whole class was still staring at me. 


He babbled on about some stupid shit about what we're gonna do later in the year, how thrilling. | was annoyed 
that school started, | missed lying in bed all day. 


Too caught up in my negative thinking, the bell had run and | didn't notice it, until Lars walked up to me and 
tapped me on the back. 


"What do you have next?" | asked while standing up quickly, latching to my binder. 

"Math," He looked up at me and smiled. "What about you?" 

"Math, MrsMcDonnell" | announced with a grin 

He paused and frowned. "Oh, you're in an older class. What grade are you in?" 

"Eleven, you?" 

"Ath, Im a freshman’ 

"So you're like fourteen? You're teeny!" 

"Ja" His cheeks turned red ard | ruffled his hair. "See ya, dude." | waved and exited the classroom. 


| was nearly trampled by all the kids running to get to there classes! | grew annoyed quickly by everyone 
pushing me, and shoved people gently to get to my next class. 


Room Il, ah, here it is. Students spilled from hallways into the classroom and sat in random chairs next to their 


pals. Me? | sat in the back. 


The desk | sat in was covered in doodles and gum. | winced as | touched some under my desk- how fucking 


nasty! This teacher was a middle-aged woman and was sitting in her chair. 


She was talking about how happy she was to have our class, and how we need to push our limits to get A's 
and boring crap like that. 


The door opened and the whole class turned their heads as a long-haired redhead walked in calmly. He was 


wearing an Iron Maiden T-Shirt, and a sneer on his face. 
The teacher smiled. "Dave Mustaine?" 


"Yeah, that's me." He strutted over to the seat next to me and laid his head on the desk God, not these guys. | 


mean, they always seem nice but are usually arrogant and stupid. But, he was very.. Attractive. 


| tapped my pencil on the desk, whilst listening to the teacher. Math is what | usually failed in. | guess it's just 
not my best subject! 


"| would like you all to greet and talk to the person next to you- | have to go print off worksheets." She stood 


up and quicklz scattered out of the room. 

The room erupted with voices at that moment. | stared at the wall. 

"Hey," The ginger next to me said with a smile. His sneer was gone. 

"Hi. m James." | muttered. 

"Dave. Dave Mustaine." He smiled. 

"You like Maiden?" | asked, staring at his shirt. 

"Yeah, they're one of my favorites!" He chirped. His hazel eyes glistened against the lighting in the room. 
"Love em’, they rock" | smiled 

"Anyways, | think you're cute." He smiled back at me. "I ain't no fag, by the way." 


| raised an eyebrow. That was.. Unexpected? What the fuck? "Thanks..?" | muttered. Yikes, no ones ever said 


that before. 


"You're new here too, right?" He leaned his head on his hand. 
"Yup." 


"It gets easier after a while. You'll make a few friends by the end of the week" He smiled and | had a goofy 


grin on my face, he was intimidating but sweet. 

‘| already made one friend, it's this little Danish kid. Other than that, not yet" 

"Slow the fuck down, I'm your friend, right?" The redhead pouted and and rested his head in his arms. 
"Uh, yeah!" | stuttered. This dude was intense. 

We stared in silence at each other and examined. 


"Okay, we're not gonna have enough time to finish this, but we can start the first few problems as a class." 


The teacher passed out a freshly printed sheet in front of every student, and walked back to her desk. 


| stared at the sheet, but that was the last thing on my mind. | looked at the boy next to me, his orange curls 
that draped down a little below his shoulders, his skinny body and rasp voice. He was absolutely stunning, and | 


felt envious of his looks. 


| never enjoyed my features and felt insecure about alot of things. But, | will have to leave myself be, and 


realize that | can't change anything. It fucks me up sometimes, y'know? 


Family Values 
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The bus ride home was actually eventful. As | sat down on the uncomfortable, hard seats, someone decided to 
sit down next to me. From glancing, | knew who it was -- it was that pretty ginger from earlier, Dave, | think 
it is? 

The memory of earlier today, hearing those words leave a stranger's lips; "l think you're cute,". Something | 
didn't hear often, hell, probably ever, came from a stranger. It made me happy, although rather odd coming 
from someone who seemed very arrogant and attractive. The thought of it, though, brought a smile across 
my face. 

"Watcha smiling about?" Dave looked to me, red hair draping his perfected proportioned face. 


| went back to a straight face, and looked up to the ceiling. "Nothing." 


He sneered and looked up, figured out there was nothing up there, and looked back at me. "Didn't know we were 


on the same route, huh?" 
| nodded. "Yup." Though | didn't show it, | was happy about this, it would be cool to get close to him. 


"Y'know, since we're on the same route and shit, you should come over to my place.” The ginger smiled, and 


returned to looking at the ceiling, seeming to avoid eye contact with me. 


He wants me to come over to his place? Fucking yes! He probably likes me. As much as | don't like to go ahead 


of myself, | think it's kinda clear. 


| played it calm. "Yeah sure, that be cool" | softly smiled at him, and noticed the blush on his rosey cheeks. My 
heart skipped a beat. 


"Cool, dude. Warning though, my brother is home." He scoffed. 


My heart sped up. Brother? Fuck, there's two?! Is he as hot as his brother? | imagine tall, handsome, 


practically an older version of Dave. | wonder if | could get them to have a threeso- 
"This is my stop, c'mon!" Dave beckoned towards me, and | followed him walk down the stairs on the bus. 


"This is my house, right here." He pointed to the house, coincidentally, right in front us. It was eggshell colored, 


and reasonably small. 


He walked to the front door, and | followed behind. The porch creaked when Dave opened the front door, and we 


walked in. 

Dave through his backpack on the floor, so | did too. 

"So, this is my place.." He groaned, and walked into the kitchen, which was right next to the front door. 

| followed as he opened the fridge, scanned through it thoroughly. While he did so, | looked at the picture that 
was on the fridge door. It was two boys, one smaller than the other. The taller one, had short Orange hair, a 
pissed off expression, and a suit with a bow-tie. I'm assuming that was Dave, because it looked just like him. 
The other boy in the picture, the shorter one, had longer, sand colored hair that went down to his shoulders. 
He was dressed in the same outfit, but had different facial features. His face was babyish, and he had big, 
Brown eyes. 


"JUNIOR!" 


| turned around quickly at the loud yell that came from Dave. He was holding a chocolate bar that had a bunch 
of bites taken out of it. 


| raised an eyebrow, as | heard faint footsteps approach, and that's when | saw the smaller boy in the picture 


walk into the kitchen. 
He was short, VERY, VERY, short. His eyes were the same color as in the picture, very wide, like orbs -- his 
honey-colored hair went down to his shoulders, and he had light, feather bangs that draped against his tan 


skin He was wearing baggy sweats, and a Aerosmith t-shirt. 


He gave Dave a worried, I'm-about-to-get-my-ass-kicked look, and to be honest, he resembled a puppy. He 


was cute. 
"You ate my fucking candy bar!" Dave growled at the small boy. 


The little boy looked down, and gave a silent whimper. "I'm sorry Dave, l-" His voice was soft, and he sounded 


like he was about to cry, and when he looked up at Dave, he was. Tears were rolling down his cheeks. 
"Fuck, don't cry." Dave groaned. 
Whom I'm assuming was his brother, who wasn't the older, tall stud that | imagined, laughed. "It's fake, Dave!" 


Dave flipped him off, up and close in his face, too. "Go back to your room, you little dick" 


The kid ran off into the hallway, giggling. 


Dave turned to me and sighed. "Little brothers, man.." 


